"IN GOOD KING CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS"

you have your women, and your dogs, and your pic-
tures, and your music, and your chemical laboratory,
you let them do as they like. The merry monarch:
thats what you are.

CHARLES. Something new in
monarchs, eh?

JAMES. Psha! A merry
monarch is no monarch at all.

CHARLES. All the same, I
must pack you off to Scotland.
I cannot have you here until I
prorogue parliament to get rid
of the Exclusion Bill. And you
will have to find a Protestant
husband for Anne: remember that.

JAMES. You pretend you are packing me off to save
me from my Catholic unpopularity. The truth is you
are jealous of my popularity.

CHARLES. No, Jamie: I can beat you at that game.
I am an agreeable sort of fellow: old Newcastle
knocked that into me when I was a boy. Living at the
Hague on two hundred and forty pounds a year
finished my education in that respect. Now you,
Jamie, became that very disagreeable character a man
of principle. The people, who have all sorts of prin-
ciples which they havnt gathered out of your basket,
will never take to you until you go about shouting No
Popery. And you will die rather than do that: wont
you?

JAMES. Certainly I shall; and so, I trust, would you.
Promise me you will die a Catholic, Charles.

CHARLES. I shall take care not to die in an upstart
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